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I heard him cry GOD in amazement as if his eyes
Saw through those reeling lights the one eternal Light.
Was that madness of his accepted as sacrifice ?
Did fire fall on him from some archangehc height ?
I, who was stricken to dumbness of awe, could not

endure

The intolerable vastness still to the uttermost star.
Was it not enough the heart humble, contrite and

pure ?
Must hell with heaven be knit ere the ancient gates

unbar,

The Pleroma open ?   I hurried, unaccepted, iorlorn,
From the deep slumbering earth, the heavens that

were not mine,

Hearing murmurs still from the dark rapture born
Where the Holy Breath was mixed with the unholy

wine.
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